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HE following Piece 
is wholly defign'd for 
Schools, without any 
View to the Stage. 
The Sentiments are 
ſuch, that it is hoped 
Parents, and the Gentlemen in- 
truſted with the Education of 
Youth, will eſteem it very proper 
to be put into their Hands and 
Mouths. If it be acted, it is to be 
obſerv'd, that here it will be beſt 
contriv d, if each Part is not wholly 
perform d by the ſame Perſon ; but 
the Firſt Act by little Boys, the 
Second by larger, and the reſt by 
uch 
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1 PREFACE. 
ſuch as are neareſt Maturity; in 
which there will be nothing unna- 
tural, (if their Complexions are not 
unlike) Time often producing as 
great a Difference in the ſame Per- 
ſon; and by this means various 
Clafles may have the Advantage 
of being initiated to public Per- 
formances, by ſuitable Parts. Tt 
may be proper to take Notice allo, 
that if the Whole ſhould beeſteem'd 
too long, the Firſt Act, compriſing 
the Time that 1s ſpent at School, 
would ſeem As. complete, 
if ated alone. 
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PROLOGUE. 


To be ſpoken by the Perſon wha is to act | 1 
NED RAK ISI. 1 


B LUS I not, nor be diſguſted, tho, for once, 

Pm forc'd, my Friends, to act a while the Dunce; 
A Charafter, till now, JI never bore, 
Aud, our Maſt ended, hope to wear no more; 
But now will top it, ſince it muſt be done: 
Fle who well acts a Dunce, is ſurely none. 
Nor matters much th' Exterior, and the Part; 
Regard, like Heav'n, ib Interior, and the Heart. 
T hope, on ſome much more important Day, 
A better, more becoming Part to play. .- 
Mean while, if we the World attently mind, | 1 
To your and to my Comfort, we ſhall find 
Many beſides are forc'd to aft a Part, 
From which they widely differ in their Heart : 
Why ſhould T then Uneaſineſs betray, 
And not att mine as plauſibly as bey? 
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ACT I. ScENR I. 
A School T. ard.” Enter TI M E. 


As ever Lot like mine? If Men were 


; A wile, | 
CMS There's nought on Earth they would 
> ITC ſo highly prize ; | 


Of me would be moſt chary Young and Old, 
And count my Hours more carefully than Gold; 
But Old and Young, tho' Life be ſuch a Span, 
Get quit of me by'ey'ry Way they can. 

To any Paſtime, tho' moſt childiſh, flee, 

And ſtoop to Puſh-pin, to get rid of me. 

I ſpoke juſt now to a decrepit Knave, 

Of Sixty-five, with One Foot in the Grave, 

And warn'd him yet to mend : With open Slight 
He heard me, bent to cheat his Friend to Nighc. 
What ſhall I do? Will no one hear my Call ? 

Will none regard me? All miſuſe me? — All? 

e B | Here 
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Here are ſome Children; them, ev'n them, T'll try; 
Ev'n Children know not but they ſoon may die: 
Yet who can hope, that theſe will entertain 
That good Advice which elder Folks diſdain ? 
| [ Addreſſes himſelf to ſome Boys at Play. 
Good Day, my pretty Boys, in Life's ſweet Prime, 
It's early Morn ; my Name, my Dears, is Time. 
Your Great Celeſtial Sire, with kind Intent 
Me for your Good to each of you has ſent. 
My friendly Counſel treaſure in your Breaſt, 
And well obſerve it, if you would be bleſsd. 
With aweful Rev'rence think on the Moſt High; 
Honour and love your Parents; dread a Lye; ; 
Be honeſt; all Impurity deteſt; 
And never think immodeſt Talk a Jeſt. 
Take theſe, [Offers them Books] and learn them. If 
ye uſe me well, 

I lead to Heav'n; if not, I may to Hell. | 
Mean while, my Youths, I ſet before your Eyes 
All Bleſſings to be ſtriv'n for, as a Prize; 
Wiſdom, Wealth, Honour, great Eſteem, at leaſt 
Long Life, and Conſcience's perpetual Feaſt, 
Your Induſtry may widely ſpread your Name, 
And, may-be, gain you an immortal Fame. 
Who knows, my Boys, if you no Labour grudge, 
But You may be a Biſhop,----You a Judge ? 
Will ye embrace me? Will ye well employ 
My precious Moments? Do, each pretty Boy. 

Guzzle. Be gone, Old Fellow, ſtandout of our Way: 
Don't talk to us, and i interrupt our Play. 

Mildtrogue. We don't love Books; ſtand further, 

will you? Budge! 

T am to be a Captain, not a Judge. 

Time. T will be an Honour to you, to be tyra 
A Scholar, tho' you be a Captain, Child: 
C ſar and Annibal were brave, as you 
Can ever be, and yet were Scholars too. 


* the Books to the Lds. Grandclerc and Tinſel. 
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Io you, fine Sparks, I come no leſs a Friend, 
And theſe with equal Ardor recommend. 
La. Tinſel. Old Fellow, ſhew not me your Books 
abhorr'd: 
I have no Need of Learning! ; I'm a Lord. 
- Time. Learning as much becomes the nobleſt Peer, 
As it does any Man, my pretty Dear. 
hat, added to your Title and Eſtate, 
Will make you truly noble, truly great: 
Learning is a more glorious Ornament, 
Than ought that human Pride could &er invent; 
Compar'd with whoſe ſuperior ſolid Joy, 
Your Robes are Rags, your Coronet a Toy. 
If Men want Senſe and Learning, Wealth and Height 
But make their Folly more expos'd to Sight. 
Come, be good Children! | 
|  Rakiſh. Get away, old Prig : 
You'll make me laſh your Legs, and not my Gig. 
[They make Mouths, and expreſs childiſh Rudeneſs. | 
Goodwill. Fie, Tom, Charles, Ned! ye ſhould not 
be ſo bold! 
Age claims Reſpect; we may ourſelves be old: | 
And ſhould we, would ye like with Words and Noiſe 
To be affronted thus by ſawcy Boys? | 
Bookiſh. I wonder, Boys, ye can, or dare to Fo it! 
What would my Maſter ſay t'ye, if he knew 1 it? 
Goodio. A Maſter does, from whom we're never hid; 
If this does not, by Him they will be chid. 
Th'old Man gives Counſel, that another Day 
May do us far more Good than all our Play : 
Howe'er it be, I find my Heart incline 
To take it. | 
Book. Well faid, Stephen ſo does mine. 
Time. Ol my ſweet Youths, come on, embrace 
me chen 
They will be always Children; you, ſoon Men. 
Seize, while you may, my Sons, my Lock before; 
Once gone, I am to be recall'd no more. 
2: Come, 
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Come, Children, mind your Books, with all your Heart, - 
Soon wil ye find ye have chos n the better Part. 
[They god out with Bim. 
Ad not 7 idly here to play with you. | 
I'll follow them at leaſt. [Goes out.] "La. Grandel, 0 
And ſo wlll I, 
And be the Old Man's Convert till I die. _ 
Id. Tinſ. Stay, Grandclerc. Ld. Grandel. No. 
Ld. 2. 90 Why then do what you will: 
Come Charles, Ned, T, —_ we will play on ſtill. 
[They go out. 


— 
— 
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SCENE IL 


| Mrs. FonpLeR alone. 
M UST my poor Boy be ſent away agen ? 7 
What a To-do is here about theſe Men? 


Yet ſhall they find, while I have Life and Lungs, 
My One an Over-match for All their Tongues. 


Enter to her Jacky FoxpLee. 

Jack. Dear, dear Mamma! my Cauſe again eſpouſe! 
Help, help me but this once ; my Papa vows 
I ſhall this Hour be ſent away to School, 
And not ſtay longer here to be a Fool. 
hate my Book, Mamma, and quake for Fear 
| Whene'r I ſay't; my Maſter's ſo ſevere; EE: 
He lags my Ears and Hair, and with his Blows 
Oft fetches Crimſon Currents from my Noſe ; 
Swindges my Back, and looks ſo furious! 
Oft with his Ferrul* mauls my tender Hand : 
And in my Part if I but miſs a Varſe, 
He writes it all in Hebrew on my A — ſe. 
Ah! Mammy, 1 am bang'd and pummelb'd fo, 
R hat I'd as heve be . or or, 1 


And 
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1 won't, I won't: Beg, Mammy, ſcold, cry, pray, 
Keep me at home, if but for one more Day 
Mrs. Föndler. Thou ſhalt not tir again from home, 
my Dear; 5 
Keep thyſelf cloſe to me, and never fear. 
Euter Mr. Fox LER. 
Fond. Have you prepar d to ſend away your Son? ? 
Did not I order, that it ſhould be done? | 
Mrs. Fondl. You may revoke your Orders, if you 
pleaſe: | 
They will not be obey'd by me, with Faſe. 
Fond. What then am I? 
Mrs. F. My Huſband. 
F. What are you ? 
| Mrs. F. Your Wife; but one that will maincain her 
=: 
Fondl. 1 ſay he ſhall be gone; your Servant call! 
Mr3. F. You ſay !——TI fay, he ſhall not go at all. 
Fondl. Nay, then 1 muſt purſue another Courſe, 
And back my ſcorn'd Authority with Force. 
Jacky gets behind his Mamma. 
Ae. E Keep off while you are well; you might, 
As ſafely of her 7 Young One rob a Bear. II ſwear, 
Fondl. Let's plead the Caſe, not are ourſelves, 
and fig ght; 5 
If not by me, be rul'd by what is right. 
Im too indulgent to the Boy, I know; 
But you're not more his Mother, than his Foe. | 
\ Taught nothing, but to have his own wrong Will, 
What Duty, when a Man, will he fulfil ? 
Son, Huſband, Father, Maſter, Friend, unfic, 
He hardly will to Heav'n itſelf ſubmit. 
Able to ſee, but much too weak to guide, 
Reaſon will only plead, to be deny'd ; 
By Paſſions and by Contradiction led, 
He'll plague himſelf, and all, till he is dead ; 
*Tis richly worth our while to let him go, 
Only to learn not to be humour'd ſo; 
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Or elſe reflect, my Dear, what he will do, 
If he ſhould light on ſuch a Wife as you! 

Mrs. F. Mock, m, do what you pleaſe, it ſha} 
| not be; 

Come, Facky, fear him not ; keep cloſe to me. 
If thou doſt go, thy Maſter ſhall not — . 
Learn thou, or not, to touch a ſingle Hair. 

Fond. Parents too fond are a Miſchap and Curſe ; 
The more they love their Children, ſtill the worſe; 
The more they injure them, and, in the End, 
Compar'd with ſuch, a Step-mother” S a Friend. 

(He goes out. 


8s CE NE: 4 
Book1sH, Goopw1iLt, Rakisn. 
mAb Bookiſh, do make my Verſes for me : I will | 

give you a Penny. - 
| Book. That is, Ned, you will give me a Penny to 
do you Hurt: I ſhan't take it indeed; it would be 
a Penny ill got; and what I get, will, I hope, always 
be gotten with Honour ; beſides, what if my Maſter 
finds out you were helped, and ſhould aſk me whe- 
ther I did it, do you think I would tell a Lye, to 
ſave your Back, and my own? No, Ned, I know 
better; it would be a little Beating ill ſeaped. 1 


would not tell One Lye to avoid Ten ſuch Cor- 


rections, for fear I ſhould be chaſtiſed by One 
whom no Lye can deceive. 

Rab. Give me a little Senſe then. 

Book. It is not gain'd ſo eaſily to be given away. 
My Parents are forced to buy it for me, and I am 
willing to get them as much as I can for their 
Money : I ſuppoſe yours expect ſome. for theirs; 
but you ſeem not to regard how little it is. 

Rak. Do you give me a little then, Maſter Ste" G 
PII love * a if you will. 


G coduy, 
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| Grodew. I ſhall love you better if I don! t, Ned. 
Beſides, I ſhall never think I have enough for my- 
ſelf. It is the only Thing of which I am covetous; 
and yet I could be contented to lend you ſome, but 
that I am afraid you will never be able to repay me. 
Get it, as we do: To be forced to beg . is the 
moſt ſhameful Beggary that can be. 

Rat. Sell me a Ha'pe'rth then, Sammy: | 

Book. I can't make lo ſmall a Quantity ; it is too 
dear. 

Rak. Let me have a Pen'ner'th then; do, dear 
Sammy, do! 

Book. Well, ſince you intreat fo earneſtly, let me 
know your Theme. 

Rak. Fugit irreparabile tempus. | 

Goodw. A very good one for you, Ned, if you 
would lay it to Heart. 

Book. Give me the Penny : I never truſt idle F olks; 
for Idleneſs is the School of Vice, where ſuch as you 
are the apt Scholars. Who knows but you may 
think it a Jeſt to lye, and cheat me? 

Rat. Take it firſt then; but write it down. 

Book, I will. [ Writes, then reads it to him.] 

Time fleets away with Speed; is irrecoverable 

when gone; and we know not how little of it we 
may have in Store: It is therefore a Thing of which 
it becomes us to be careful. 

'Goodw. You give Gold-weight, Sammy can't 
ou throw in a little more? 

Book. Senſe 1s more precious than Gold, Ste. 

[ Rakiſh goes out. 

See, Maſter Stephen, our Senſe begins to be worth 
Money to us already. 

Goodw. Why, Sammy, I think you had beſt ſet up 
Shop in your Way. A Senſe-ſeller may be likely 
to prove a good Buſineſs; there are ſo many that 
want it, and ſo few of the Trade, that you can't 
fail of getting rich, 


Book. 
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Book. No, Ste”, it will not do. Ifh Hopi have no 
Cuſtomers but 71 0 School-boys; for though there 
are many that want it, yet they are ſo far from 
knowing it, that they often think they 1 moſt. 
But let us go about our own Exerciſe, and do r 
beſt, Ste, or elſe I ſhall out-do you. 
| Goodww. It ſhall noe. be PT + Fault, if 


i 55 £0 out. 


SCENE IV. 
Riva L, entring on the other Side. 


PHE RE they go! The Two I can hardly look 


at without Envy ! My Maſter's * avourites, 
whoſe Applauſes I hear eve SU: Day! Whoſe Exer- 
2 1 5 Conſtruing, who Dili igence he is always 
commending to us, as if he thought he "Old never 


do them Honour enough! Whoſe Commendations 
and Improvements make ſuch an Impreſſion 


my Mind, that I am no ſooner aſleep, but I fall 
a-dreaming of ſome Applauſe or Honour, that Bookiſh 
or Goodwill receives; while I, methinks, am rated, 
or beaten, and threatened to he turn'd out of the 
School for a Blockhead.! They are gone to make 
their Exerciſes, and ſtrive to gain freſh Commenda- 
tions; and ſhall I ſtay playing here? Will that make 
me like them, and procure me the Praiſe I defire ? 
I will to my Exercite too, and try to be Third, if I 
cannot be Kain, or Seeger. [Gees out, 


— 


2 


SCENE V. 


Wip-Bko E, ad WILLIAM, his Father's Man. 


Il. [Te o Wildr. croſſing the Stage.) ale 1 Domas ; 
—= Malter Thomas— 


Wir. 


, ey ook 
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MWildr. { Turning. ]--What, Will? How does old | £ 
Dad? 614 
Will. The worſe for you, I can aſſure you, Maſter * 
Thomas; I wonder you will be ſuch a naughty Boy; 10 
you will plague your poor Father into his Grave! 1 
You give him ſo much Diſturbance, that I heard 1B 
him ſay, he ſhould be glad to follow you to yours. | 1 
Poor Man! He is to be pitied for having ſuch a | Ky 
Son! This is the Fourth School you have been ſent | is 
to: From Two'you have run away, and the other 


Iwo would keep you no longer; for my Maſter 
has received a Letter from Mr. Birch here, com- id) 
plaining how intolerable you were, and deſiring him 1 
to fetch you away, or elſe he ſhould be obliged to 1 
turn you out of his School. ' You are Iu Thing 5 
that is bad, he ſays. 14 

Wildr. Stop, you impudent Cur : Arn't you 11 
aſham'd to abuſe your Maſter's Son thus? | | 11 

Will. It is you abuſe yourſelf, Muſter Thomas z i 
not I that do it. - 1 

Wildr. If you pretend to chop Logic with me, 
Sirrah, I will call my School-fellows about me, and 
we will lug you by the Ears into School, and treat 
you with ſome Birch-wine. 

Will. Pray don't be ſo wild, Muſter Thomas ; 
give me your Hand. | Seizes it, and ties a Cord 
about it, the other End of which is faſtened to his 
own.] Now, young Gentleman, you may lug me 
where you can. Your Father, by whoſe Order I 
do it, fays, they uſed to ſerve Rogues thus in 
antient Times: I ſuppoſe you are Scholard . good: 
enough to know 1 It; if not, we will teach you this 
at leaſt, | 

Wilar. I may make you repent it, before we get 
home. | 

Will. How fo, Muſter 7 homas 2 


| Wildr. Why, as ſoon as I come to the * i” 4 it 
C 1˙¹¹ ſ } | 


Y 
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Pl jump in, and then I ſuppoſe you will be glad to 


art with me, if you can. 

Will. Oh, I ſhall have Company with me to pull 
us out, if you do. We have provided againſt every 
thing; and One of the Garrets is barricaded, and 
Fetters ſcrewed to the Floor: All is ready for your 
Reception. 

Mildr. I ſhall give you the Slip nevertheleſs ; I 
have learnt the Black Art. 


Will. You have learnt black Arts enow, I believe, > 


Muſter Thomas ; but come on, however ; we ſhall 
fee what you can do. 

IVildr. Let your Maſter go firſt, Sirrah; I ſhall 
ſee you in a String alone, before it be long. 

Mill. In troth, Muſter Thomas, you bid as fair 
for it as any body. Nay, nay, go civilly, or I have 
another Cord in my Pocket, made into a- Cat with 

Nine Tales, which I am 1 ordered to ule, 5 


SCENE VI. 


1 b coming to Rival, Rax R, and 
GuzzLE. 


| AM glad I have found you together. I come to 

take my Leave of you. I am going from School 
in order to be ſent to Oxford. Dear Bookiſh, fare- 
wel; [ Kiſſes him.] 1 ſhan't eaſily find either ſuch 
another Example to imitate, or Friend to adviſe 
with. 

Book. Farewel, my dear Grodwill I ſhall have 
the greater Loſs, who had not been what I am, it I 
had not ſtriven to reſemble you. And now I am 
left alone, am like to go on with Indifference, as a 
Horle that gallops the * without any Compe- 
dition. 


Rig. 
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Riv. If you gallop the Courſe alone, it will be 


only becauſe we dare not put in againſt you; for I 


can anſwer, that One of us has as much Mind to 
the Prize, as you have; but, alas! his Heels will 


not reach it! 
Goode. Run, however, honeſt Rival; let him not 


carry off ſo noble a Prize, without any body's put- 
ting in for it! Farewel, dear Rival; you muſt now 
be his Emulator and Friend. 


Riv. Farewel, ——— Magne ſpes altera Rome. | 
Rakiſh, and Guxzle, and 1, — be his Foils, you 


think; don't you? 
Gade I think there is ſome Danger of it; but I 


hope you will be a little more ſtaid when you come 


to the Univerſity. 
Guz. You may hope it, if you will; but a wa 


Colt would as ſoon grow tame by being turned Ol 


a large Common. 
Goodw. Farewel, Ned. [ Kiſſes him. | 
Raf. Dear Goodwill, I with you well. 
Goodw. Farewel, Guzzle. | Kiſſes him.] 
Guz: May you fare well, honeſt Goodw!ll. 
Goodw, Be caretul, Charles : : I fear it will be your 


Fate to be drown'd! 

ux. Drown'd! 

Rak. In Liquor, he means, Charles. 

Guz. O, never fear. I ſhall only ſwim in it a little 
now-and-then. 

Time appears to them again. 

Once more, my comely Youths, once more Icall, 
And proffer precious Counſel to you all. 
Yeare going to the Land in whoſe rich Ground 
 Fam'd Knowlege, Wiſdom, Eloquence are found; 
Dig for them daily, with induſtrious Toil; 
Dig deep, and ſearch them latent in the Soil: 
The Eaſtern Mines of Diamonds and Gold 


No Subſtance near fo valuable hold. 
— | Compar'd 
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Compar'd with Wiſdom's ſalutary Root, 

And ripen'd Virtue, its celeſtial Fruit; 

All the Earth's high-priz d Jewels are no more, 
Than Pebbles, that lie countleſs on the Shore; 

All its much-cov'ted Gold is vile as Clay, 

Which no Man, but as uſeleſs, takes away. 
Wiſe Heav'n has made your Form erect, to ſhow, 
That your immortal Mind ſhould more be ſo; ; 
Theſe Learning helps to elevate from Earth, 

Exalts, and renders mindful of their Birth ; 

Daily admoniſhes to look on high, 


And challenge Kindred far above the Sky. 


Learning a Man with Dignity arrays, 
With Honours often robes, and crowns with Praiſe; 3 


The Mind inlarges, helps to make you wile, 
And may bring ev'ry Good that Mortals prize. 


Th' Illit'rate's Mind is like a trifling Book, 


In which a Man of Senſe diſdains to look: 


The learned Mind is like a Book inſpir'd 

With nobleſt Wiſdom, and by All admir'd, 

Th'Illiterate, old in Days, in Senſe is young, 

And knows nor how to ſpeak, nor hold his Tongue; 

Thro' Ignorance's Miſt ſees nothing clear, 

And does but half ſmell, taſte, or touch, or hear. 

Hardly performs the leaſt Thing, as he ought, 

And errs in almoſt ev'ry Word and Thought. 

Behold this glorious Lift, where every Name 

Is conſecrated to et Fame; 

Their Country's Boaſt, and mine, Heav'n 'schoſenF ew, 

Each, each of theſe was once unknown as you. 

Let great and juſt Ambition fire your Soul, 

And ſtrive t' inlarge my golden-letter'd Roll. | 
Rak. Pry*thee, don't ſtay to hear the old Canter 


hold forth. Haſt got ever a pretty Daughter, Old 


Put? 
Time. Ves, twain, divinely fair, Wiſdom, and Truth, 
But neither doom d tor Thee, wild, trothy Youth. 
ad 
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' Guz. Thy Glaſs, old Bald-head, is of the wrong 
Sort; if one could drink out of it, and thou hadſt a 
| Bottle i in t'other Hand, I would be your Man. 
Time. Be wiſe, and I will bring thee to a Cup 
Of Wine celeſtial, where One ſingle Sup 
Will prove of infinitely greater Worth, | 
Than all the various Wines and Drinks on Earth. 

Goodw. Bookiſh and I, when this old Man was ſent 
Before, his Connſel took, nor yet repent. 

Book. We purpoſe yet again to take it, Friends; 
And Rival too, I hope, the ſame intends. 

Riv. He does. It not to be prevail'd on, you 
Muſt {till your own Deſires and Ways purſue, 
And take the Sequel, which at laſt you'll rue. 

Lead on: To College lead us all, Old Friend; 

Time. I will and let the World obſerve the End. 


[ They: follow Time out. 


END of the Firſt Act. 


ACT 


PCR - oo wonn Gat Figs * 
<q 


R-- he Scnoor-Boy's MASK. 


C3); — 7 - 
N ee V1) 
2 5 Mz 


EC 3 


ACT II. SckNE I. 
Mrs. FONDLER f ttting in s bor Chair. | 


Ars. F. SfOhnny! 
7 J. F. What do you want? 


Mrs. F. Come hither, my Dear. 
J. F. I won't. 
Mrs. F. Pray, my Do do: I want to 9 
with you. 
J. F. I won't. 
Mrs. F. I have ſomething for you, my Dear. 
J. F. | Commg.] What is it? Let me ſee. 
Mrs. F. Theſe Orange- chips, my Love; and I 
will give you ſomewhat better, it you wil begin to 


learn to write. 


J. F. I won't. | | 

Mrs. F. Pray, my Dear, do; you are a great Boy 
now. Look on this Crown, I will give you this, 
if you will leam. | 

J. F. Give it me then; [7 akes it. ] but you ſhall 


carry me to ſee the Tower too. | 


Mrs. F. Sol will, Chila. | 

F. F. But I won't learn but when I have a Mind. 

Mrs. F. Well, my Dear, you ſhan't: But let me 
hear you read; you have not read theſe Two Days. 

J. F. I won't. | 

Ars. F. Pray, my Dear, do; One Fable, and 1 
will give you an Orange. 

J. F. Give it me then. 

Mrs. F. Here, my Love; come, you left off 


here, 
J. F. 
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J. F. [ Reads wretchedly, and in a Bayiſb Tone.] 
A little Boy, who went to School, ſtole one of his 
School-fellows Horn-books, and brought it home 
to his Mother, who was ſo far from correc--redting 
and diſcourſing him upon Account of the Theft - - 

Mrs. F. ee him, my Dear, not di/- 
courfing ——— 

F I won't read no more. 

Mrs. F. Well then, you ſhan't, Child: But, 
Fohnny, you grow a great Boy now; you are a'moſt 
Fifteen; you are rather too big to lie with my 
Maid now: Could'ſt not venture to lie alone, do 
you think? Thou ſhalt lie in the next Room to 
me, Love. | 

F. F. I won't lie alone, fo I won't; 1 will lie with 
Betty. 

Mrs. F. You ſhall he 1 in my Room, Child. 

„ 

Mrs. F. You ſhall lie a few Nights with me, 
Child, to wean you. 

1 . No, I will lie with Betty, and have her 
for my Wife too. 

Mrs. F. What's that you ſay 7 ? It is Time to part 
you, I ſee. You ſhall lie with her no more, de- 
pend on't, young Gentleman. 

F. F. But I will, in ſpight of your Teeth! 

Mrs. T. How! Do you know who J am, Sirrah? 
Jour poor Father, who is dead and gone, ſaid 1 
ſhould ſpoil you by my Fondneſs; he has often 
foretold what it would come to, poor Man! and 
now I begin to experience it true. 

J. F. Father was a Simpleton. 

Mrs. F. Do you abuſe your dead Father, you 
impudent Rogue? I ſhall take a Stick to you pre- 
ſently. 
0 had not beſt, I ſhall take another, if 
you do. 

Mrs. F. What! Do you threaten to ſtrike your 
Mother 
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I make no Doubt; I ſee it in thy Looks, 
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Mother too, you rebellious Raſcal? Is this your 
Return for all my Fondneſs? Have I cocker d thee 


up for this? 
J. F. You are juſtly ſerved, like the Mother i in 


the Fable. 


Mrs. F. And have you the Impudence to tell me 


ſo, Villain! Then you ſhall have it indeed! 

[Takes a Stick to ſtrike him. 

F. F. You muſt catch me firſt, tho 
. off: She 1 him. 


SCENE It 


Bookiſh' Chamber in one of the C olleges at 
Cambridge. 


Book isn, riſing from Study. 
POOkSs, of all earthly Things, my chief Delight ; 
My Exerciſe by Day, and Dreams by Night; 

Diſpaſſion'd Maſters, Friends without Deceit, 
Who flatter not; Companions ever ſweet; 
With whom I'm always chearful, from whom riſe 
Improv'd and better, if not good and wiſe; 
Grave, faithful Counſellors, who all excite, 
Inſtru&, and ſtrengthen to behave aright ; 
Admoniſh us, when Fortune makes her Court; 
And when ſhe's adverſe, ſolace and ſupport. 
Happy the Man, to whom ye are well known ; 
Tis his own Fault, if ever he's alone. 

[One knocks. 
Come i in. [Enter Goodwill. ] What, Goodwill Wel- 

come to my Soul, 


As joyous Tidings from a diſtant Pole! 


How fares my Friend? In Oxford's happy Clime, 
How ſince our Parting haſt thou ſpent thy Time:? 
In uſeful Studies, always at thy Books, | 


Coo. 


3 
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Goodw. I wiſh, my Friend, your Compliment 


were due, | 
Which ſeems much better to belong to you. 
I find your Diligence means us all to top; 
Your Room's as full of Books as Crownfeld's Shop; 
Not like Charles Guzzle's, who by ſhameful Sale 
— Has all his Books converted into Ale; 
Swallow'd the Authors, that he ſhould have read ; 
And got them in his Belly, not his Head ; 
There likely to prove bitt'rer to his Soul, 
Than John in Viſion found the eaten Roll. 
Book. But you, if Fame ſpeaks Truth, my deareſt Sant, 
Have robb'd your Belly oft, your Head to cram”. 
Goodw. If ſo I have, I know, my gen'rous Se”, 
Your Sentiments in that with mine agree. 
Learning is all Ambroſial Food, deſign'd 
To pleaſe and nouriſh the immortal Mind. 


What Food, what Feaſt, in Sweetneſs can compare 


With Tully's Works? Or match what I find there: ? 

O, thoſe divine Orations! O, the Fire | 

That his Philippics i in my Soul inſpire! 

By Zeal impaſſion'd, with indignant Eyes 

In Majeſty, methinks, I ſee him riſe 

With elevated Voice my Fancy hears 

Him thunder in th' aſtoniſh'd Senate's Ears; 

Higher, and higher till, tempeſtuous riſe 

With boiſt*rous Ef quence, till the Villain flies. 

So have I ſeen a gloomy Cloud, ſent forth 
From the Almighty's Treaſures in the North, 

Roll Thunders, and the Traveller aſſail 

With intermingled Snow, and Rain, and Hail, 


But ſoon its Violence can no longer bear, 
To Shelter flies, and now eſcapes not there! 
O, Heav'n, inſpire me with Philippic Rag:, 
Againſt th* Antonii of the preſent Age; 
Urge me; O, urge, as warmly to oppoſe 


Theſe, theſe oy mamas s only dang'rous Foes! 
D | Bock. 


At firſt he hopes t'endure in open Air, ! 
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Book. Goodwill, thy nobly-ambitiousSoul, and mine, . 

From early Childhood the ſame Way incline. 

No need of ſweeter Nectar, oft I think, 

Than what at Hrppocrene's Fount I drink. 

Juſt as you hither came, had I, my F riend, 

Of Fenelon's ſweet Fable made an End; 

O, noble Work! What Wiſdom quite Divine, 
What Beauty, what Invention, in it ſhine ! 

If we its rich Delightfulneſs reſpect, | 

*T'is like the Spring in all its Flow'rs bedeck'd. 

For matchlets Wiſdom, and inſtructive Lore, 
Like Autumn, rich with all its uſeful Store. 

What Sweetneſs taſtes my Soul, in ev'ry Page! 
To none thy Glory yields, immortal Sage; 

To thee, to thee above all Poets wile, 

Homer and Virgil both, in Honour riſe. | 

Nor taſte I leſs among the Sages, Friend, 

Whoſe Works Religion teach, and recommend; ; 
And Virtue, always fairer than the Morn, 

In the rich Dreſs of Eloquence adorn. 

This, this, I deem, is Learning's nobleſt Us. 
This the moſt ſolid Good it can produce. 

Divine Religion takes the deepeſt Root, 5 
And bears moſt plenteous its celeſtial Fruit, 
When planted in improv'd, exalted Senſe, 

As its beſt Soil, and Learning makes its Fence. 

In vain ſly Foxes, and polluted Swine, ; 
Deſire this Tree of Life ro undermine ; g 
Repuls'd, they round it vainly howl and whine. 

G rodeo. Excellent Youth, I pride tocall thee Friend; 
I' inlarge the Soul, is ſomewhat ; more, ro mend. 
Religious Zeal, with human Science join'd, 
Complere y finiſh an accompliſh'd Mind. 

Defective cach alone, the Head and Heart 

Fach other need, like nat'ral Gifts, and Art. 
Learning I love, Religion hold moſt dear: 5 
By this to ſtill more elevated Sphere g 


Map rites, and becomes halt Angel here. 
8 Bookiſh, 
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Beokiſh, laying his Hand on a Bible. 
Here is the Book of Books, with Wiſdom fill'd, 
Sweet as the Manna, that from Heav'n diſtill'd; 
Where each unvitiated Palate finds 
The Reliſh, moſt delightful to their Minds; 

A Par'diſe, where Two Trees may be deſcry” d, 

Of Knowlege, and of Life, to none deny'd ; 
A Library, ſufficient, all alone, 

To make us wile, if other there were none. 
Good. In ev'ry thing my Soul agrees with thine: 
*Tis a Collection, Bookiſh, as divine | 

As that of Spices, nam'd by Heav'n, that ſhed 
It's ſacred Unction on rob'd Aaron's Head ; 
As ſome great Prince, with high Eſteem mc (are, 
' Preſerves a Cabinet of Jewels rare, | | 
Antique, engrav'd, and ſet by Artiſts ſage, 

All curious Mon'ments of ſome diſtant Age; 

So, but incomparably more, I prize 

Theſe rich Remains of ſacred Authors wiſe. 

. Book. Come, let us now, my old, moſt welcome 

ei, 

From theſe exalted Thoughts a while deſcend. 
You firſt our Town and Colleges ſhall fee, 


And then receive Refreſhment poor, but free. 
[ They go out. 


SCENE 
Riyal meeting Goodwill and Bookiſh in 4 Court of 
the College. 


RivaL: | 
MX. Goodwill , your humble Servant; you are 
| welcome to Cambridge. 
Goodw. Your moſt humble Servant, Sir; I hope 


you are well, 
Riv. Wo'n't you give me the Pleaſure of ſeeing 
you at mw Chamber, be fore you leave the Town! 's 
D 2 Coodio. 
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. | Goodw. It was a Pleaſure I had propoſed to = | 
4 1 ſelf, if we had not met now. 


Riv. You will very much oblige me. 
Book. Let us firit have _ Company at my 
1 - Room this Afternoon. 

| Riv. J will wait on you. 

11 Both. Your Servant, Sir. 

i Riv. Yours, Gentlemen. 

| Alone, looking after them. 

* Go, noble Pair of Youths, by Nature kind, 

"Wit  __Enrich'd with all the Graces of the Mind; 

. A Pattern to the reſt in all your Ways, 

1 And ever firſt in Merit, and in Praiſe! 

| Rouze, Rival, ſhake thyſelf, and rouze thy Mind; 
How ſlow thou mov'ſt ! How far thou'rt left behind! 
With what Applauſe didſt thou in public ſee 
Bookiſh pertorm, and take his firſt Degree! 

Many a plodding Hour, and many a Pray'r 

Twill coſt me, ere I can with theſe compare, 

Not to be match'd, I fear, by any Pains; 

Yet Perſeverance oft its End attains. 

THY Attempt is noble, if it wants Succeſs. 

*T is our Part to endeavour, Heav'n's, to bleſs. 
Try, Rival ; leave to Providence the reſt 

Be better, if not equal to the Beſt. - 

The Nightingale, they ſay, does all Night long 
Indulge her various, much- lov'd, charming Song; 
And leſt ſhe ſink, unwary, into Reſt, 

Sits with a Thorn erect beneath her Breaſt ; 

And, like it, late, or early in the Morn, 

I wake, while Emulation is i my Thorn, 


SCENE 
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SCENE W. 
Lord Grand- clerck at Breakfaſt in his Chamber. 
Enter Servant, and Bookſeller”s Apprentice. 
SERVANT. 


TH E Bookſeller, my Lord, has brought ſome 
X Books, that your Lordſhip ordered. 


Book. Plutarch's Lives, my Lord, Cornelius Nepos, 


and Perrault 8 Lives of illuſtrious Men. 


[ He lays them on the Table. 


L. Gs. thawecr them, and bid your Maſter pro- 
cure me what other Lives he knows of. 

[ Bookſeller and Servant go out. 
There ſhall not have been a great Man, whom I 
will not make, as it were, my familiar Friend. 


What an Aſſembly of illuſtrious Perſonages are 


here! How I burn to be better acquainted with 
each of them; to partake of his Adventures, learn 
_ Greatneſs of 8001 from him, and make the Love 
and Emulation of his Virtue Fewel to feed the ſacred 
Spark of my own! | 
[ Calls bis Servant. 
Tom, come and take away the Tea-table. I am fo 
impatient to begin my Acquaintance with them, 
that I have not Time to make : an End of my 
Breakfaſt, 
Enter Servant. 


Serv. Lord Tinſel has ſent to inquire whether your 


Lordſhip is at home, and 18 nn to make your 


Lordſhip a Viſit. 


L. Gr. Lord Tin/e!! Muſt I quit a Hero's Con- 


verſation for his! What a Diſappointment ! 
Enter Lord Tinſel. 


L. T. Lord Grand- clerł, your moſt obedient hum- 


ble Servant. 
L. Gr. Tour n s moſt obedient. 
L. 7 
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L.T. I am heartily glad to ſee your Lordſhip : 


Ho do you do, my Dear? | He runs on with a pert 


Air.] Iam going to travel, and Mamma thought it 
was proper I ſhould ſee the Two Univerſities firſt. 
I have been at Oxford, and now am come to ſee 
ours. Mr. Goodwill was ſo kind as to accompany 
me hither, but he thought he was hardly well 
enough acquainted with. your Lordſhip to come 
with me hither, ſo went to viſit his old School- 


fellow Fookifh. 


L. Gr. ¶ Talks coolly and gravely.] He was little 
acquainted with me, indeed, if he thought a Youth 
of ſo much Worth as I take him to be, would not 
be highly welcome to me. | 

L.T. What! ſpending your Time among Books, 

my Lord! Your Lordſhip ſeems to live more like a 
Monk, than a Nobleman. How your Table is 
cover'd | Come let's have theſe Books taken away, 
and throw a Main or two at Hazard. WhatBooks 
are they ? They are very beautifully bound. 

L. Gr. They are much more beautiful within: 


They are the Lives of illuſtrious Perſons, {ſuch as it 


becomes you and me to be. 
L. J. I am one of the firſt Barons in the King- 


dom, and have Ten thouſand a Year; Illuſtrioul- 
neſs enough, in my Opinion; I don't know what I 
need more. 

L. Gr. Virtue; Knowlege, Wiſdom, my La 
to render you. worthy of your Eſtate and Honour. 
The Perſons to whom we are indebted for being 
nobly born, obtained their Nobility by fome ſuch 
Qualifications as theſe; whoſe Virtues we muſt 
inherit, as well as their Eſtates and Honour, if we 


have any Ambition to be truly noble and great. 


L. T. I ſhall leave the Nobility you ſpeak of, to 
your Lordſhip. Do you think 1 will pore over 


Books, as your Lordſhip, and plod, and drudge, as 
if | were to get my Bread by it? I muſt beg your 


Lordſaip's 
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Lordſhip's Pardon for that! Ha, ha, ha! Aadmires 
bimſelf in the Glaſs.) Truly, I ſhall take my Plea- 
ſure, and leave Study to thofe that want it to qua- 
lify them to get a Livelihood. 


L. Gr. Does your Lordſhip think, that Learning 


affords no Pleaſure? 

L. T. None at all, I aſſure you. | 85 

L. Gr. Oh! Learning is a moſt delightful Land, 
whatever Part of it you viſit: It is Pity but your 
Lordſhip had firſt travell'd a little farther into hat. 

L. T. I ſhall take your Lordſhip's Word for the 
Pleaſantneſs of it: As far as I have diſcovered, it 
appears a gloomy, chearleſs Place; all its Fruit is 
Crabs, and over-run with Thorns: The Ways to it 


are ſo bad, and there is ſo much Difficulty to get at 


it, that the Pleaſure can never repay the Trouble and 


Expence of the Journey. | | 
L. Gr. There is indeed a Fence of Thorns at the 


Entrance of it, to keep off the great Fulgar, and 


the ſmall; for its Fruits, which you call Crabs, are 
too delicious to be gather'd by thoſe that are not 
willing to be at ſome Labour to obtain them; but 
when once you are paſt theſe, the more you diſcover 
of it, the more a Paradiſe it grows. 
I. 7. I ſuppoſe your Lordſhip has ſeen every 
County of this very charming Land. I ſhould be 
glad to hear ſome of the Nauies of them: Ha, 
ha, nt | 8 
I. Gr. Why, Poetry-ſhire, Hiftory-ſhire, Ethic. ſpire, 
 Mathematic-ſhire, and ſeveral other very pleaſant and 
fruitful ones. 2 
L. T. And which of them, I pray, does your 
Lordſhip like beſt? ö 
L. Gr. They are all charming; but that in which 

I chuſe moſt frequently to paſs my Time, is Politic- 


ire. But ſince your Lordſhip has put me on de- 


ſcribing this Country, pray give me Leave to name 
a few of the Counties of that, in which too many 
1 young 
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not have riſen now, if you had not call'd me. 
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young Gentlemen of Fortune ſeem reſolved to ſpend 


their Days. 
L. T. Pray do, my Lord : I want mightily to hear 


- then. | Giving himſelf Airs at the Glaſs. 


L. Gr. The Country itſelf is called Iliterata, and 
ſome of the principal Counties are, Dunce-ſhire, 
Tgnoramus-ſhire, Coxcomb-ſhire, Contempt-fhire, with 
feveral others which I have not Time to enumerate. 
Now I would have your Lordſhip know, that I 
don't care to take a Title from any Place in it. I 
confeſs, I am ambitious to be a fine Gentleman, if I 
can. 

J. 7. Travel ni make you that, my Lord. 

IL. Gr. Travel may give the finiſhing Stroke to a 
fine Gentleman, but I believe hardly any body 
ever attained that Character Travel alone. But 
I ſuppoſe your Lordſhip wi 4 be glad to be view- 
Tom, | Enter Servant] let 
Mr. Bookiſh know, that Lord Jinſel and I ſhall be 
glad of his and Mr. Goodioill's Company, to take a 
View of the Town and Colleges, and that I defire 
they will dine with us, at my Chamber; and tell 
Mr. Rival the fame——And, heark you. (Whiſpers. 


[ They go out, 
The SC ENE * to Guzzle s Room, 


SCENE V. Guzzle's Room. 


RAK ISH. GvuZZLE. 


Kat. nr Morrow, Charles, or rather, Good 


Noon; for I think it is about Eleven: 


What's the Matter, that thou yawun'ſt at this Rate? 


Thou' lt diſlocate thy Jaw preſently. 
Guz. I was curſedly cut laſt Night, and ſhould 


My Head akes confoundedly! |[Yawns again. 
ES — Rak. 
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Kat. Why, thou art but half-riſen now, Man ; 


81 thy Soul's a- bed ſtill: Pr'ythee go look for it; 'tis 


ſomewhere thereabouts, or elſe at the Bottom of the 
great Jug, that you emptied ſo often laſt Night. 


Guz. We had a jovial Night on't, and booz'd | 


moſt heroically. I drank Three Quarts to my Share. 


Rak. The Women, when they have the Vapours, 
fanſy themſelves tum'd into Tea-pots. I wonder 


you Topers never imagine yourſelves turn'd into 

Jugs, or Quart-pots. | 

Gu. Oh, Drinking keeps us from the Vapours. 
Raf. But not from Clouds, I am ſure. Thy Soul 

ſhines like the Sun behind a thick Fog in the Fens ; 

not a Ray of it is to be ſeen; it only ſerves us to 

diſtinguiſn between Life and Death, as the Miſt- 
veil'd Sun does to know Day from Night. Other- 


wiſe thou couldſt do very well without it; for what 
if Matter cannot think ? It can drink, I am certain, 


and that 1s all you want.“ 


G uz. Get you to the Girls, you comical Cur; you 


have as little Need of a Soul as I, for you ſtudy no 
more than I do: Dreſs and Amours are your whole 
Occupation, and Bodies may be dreſs d without a 


Soul, as well as with one. Will you meet me to 


Night at Dick Threebottle's' Chamber ? 

Rat. Not I. I don't want to have my Face ke 
yours, as red and corny as a Beef Stake broild and 
pepper'd. Will you lownge with me this Afternoon, 
and then go and drink Tea at Sally Ourfide's? 

Guz. Not I. I leave her to her two Favourites, 
her Monkey and you, both Pretty Fellows, and fit 
Company for her; equally full of your Airs and 


GBrimaces, and equally fair in your Minds and your 


"Faces, My Service to your Rival Pug. 

Kak. Good Morrow, Give mine to your Rival 
the Jug, which Is * at laſt to have had moſt 
Liquor im it. 


ä  Guz, 
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Gux. Stay, I will walk with you this Morning 
tho“; z for I have nothing elſe to do. 
[ Goes out with him. 
Enter T I M E. 
'Youths, Youths, again I call : You loſe the Prime 
For Diligence in Study. Now's the Time, 
Like the induſtrious Man. inſtructing Bee, 
To gather Honey from each Flow'r and Tree. 
See, ſee with Shame, how they employ the Spring, 
While you, of Winter thoughtleſs, ſport and ſing. 
Juvenile Years, miſ-ſpent in Sloth, Preſage 
A needy and diſhonourable Age. | 
Such Loſs of precious Time alone is bad: 
But you Debauches and Intemp'rance add; 
Down the ſwift Current haſte with Sail and Oar,- 
Nor Quickſands mind, nor hidden Rocks explore. 
It with all Arts againſt the Stream ye ſtrive, = 
You'll ſoon enough at Death's near Port arrive: 
He that would keep his Body and his Mind 
In Order, for the Ends to each afſign'd, 

Muſt exerciſe them both; yet both muſt ſpare, 
And prudent Temp'rance make his daily Care. 
They're gone; they will not hear me, till too late; 
And then, perhaps, not blame themſelves, but Fate. 
Go, fooliſh Striplings, go; conteran the Wiſe; 
Walk after your own Hearts, and roving Eyes, 
Yet know, the Mirth and Pleaſures ye commend, 
Muſt 1 in a ſolemn eden J udgment end, 
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ACT III. SSENE I. 


Goopw1LL's Houſe. 
| Bookiſh knocks : A Servant comes. 
Book. I S this Mr. Sergeant Goodwill's, Sir? 
Servt. Yes, Sir. | 
Book.. Is he at home ? 
Servt. Yes, Sir. 
Book. I deſire to ſpeak with him. 
| Servt. Be pleas'd to ſend your Name, Sir. 


Book. Bookiſh. 
Servt. If you pleaſe to walk into that Parlour, Sir, 


I will let him know it. [ They go off. 

SCENE changes to Goodwill's Study, who _ 

his Book, riſes, and ſpeaks. 
Day's a ſhort Space, yet to improve the Mind 

Scarce a dimin'tive Share of it's aſſign'd; 
The reſt Life's Offices or Needs employ ; z 
We ſtarve the Soul, but the vile Body cloy: 

Oft Idleneſs and Sports engroſs the Whole, 
And we ſo long forget we have a Soul. 
He feems to me Exiſtence to enjoy, 

Whom uſeful Studies ev'ry Day employ ; 

While the unſerviceable, idle Wight 
But /zves at moſt; and ſo does every Mite : 
But 7heſe have no Account of Time to give ; 
Me muſt account for ev'ry Day we live: 
And yet, with wiſer Titus, never ſay, 
I've done no Good, and, careleſs, loſt a Day. 
Great Judge, before whoſe Bar I muſt appear, 
And anſwer for the Loan of ev'ry Year ; 
On whom no Gifts prevail; whoſe perfect Sight 


No Lloquence can turn from ſeeing Right; 
1 | So 


„ 
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So let me count my little Sum of Days, 

That I may ſpend them wiſely, to thy Praiſe! 
Enter Servant. | 

Servt. A Gentleman, whoſe Name is Bookiſh, 
wants you, Sir. | 

Goodw. I will wait on him. [They go out. 

SCENE changes. Enter Goodwill; to Bookiſh. 
Goodw. Moſt welcome to my Eyes my 5 — 
appears; 

J have not ſeen thee, Bookiſh, ſev? ral Years : 

I give thee Joy with moſt benev*lent Mind, 

You're Maſter of your College chos'n, I find : 

A younger rarely was, and are beſide - 

With one of our beſt Dean'ries dignity'd ; 

A Preacher much admir'd. I've ſeen, my Friend, 

Your printed Sermons, which all much commend. 

This, this was what thy Induſtry and Parts 

Bid me expect : So at Newmarket ſtarts 

Some gen'rous-blooded Steed, outſtrips the Wind, 

And leaves his fleeteſt Rivals far behind. 

Book. Praiſe not deſerv'd, my Soul but ill endures ; 
The Prize of El'quence, F riend, will ſtill be yours, 
For Skill in Law, and Pleading, noted far, 

And term'd, ſo young, an Honour to the Bar. 
What Eminence; my Friend, our Hope exceeds 
Of one who, learn'd as Tully, hke him pleads ? 

But let us lay theſe Compliments aſide, 

Nor thou, I hope, nor 1, encourage Pride, 

| Whate'er we are, or any Create 3 18, 

From Gop their Good proceeds; the Praiſe 1 18 1 
Let us go on, improve our Talents giy 'n, | 
Perform our beſt, but only truſt in Heav'n. 

Thence comes Preferment, there is ſought for beſt; 
There let us firſt and laſt make Intereſt | 

Goodrv. So I reſolve! Without Him ſome may riſe, 
But none can be without Him good, or wiſe; 

And rather much had I be good, than great; 
True Worth lies all in Wen not in State. 
| Honour, 
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Honour, his Gift, would welcome be; if not 
From Him, I'm ſatisfy'd; enough Tve got. 
However ready now my Tongue I find 
To make Defence, I always keep in Mind, 


That I muſt come to a Bar another Day, 
Where I ſhall hardly have a Word to ſay. 


If therefore I gain Wealth, be all I get 


Well earn'd, and purchas' d with due Pains and Sweat; 
What Conſcience can approve, and Heav'n may bleſs; 
And 'twill be more, in Truth, tho* ſeeming leſs. 
He who by Fraud and Tricking fills his Cheſt, 
With Guilt as faſt repleniſhes his Breaſt. 


And tho” his Wealth, like Bladders blown, diſtends, 


Yet like them, when they burſt, it often ends. 
Will you dine with me? 


Book. 1 To-day deſign 


With the Lord Grand-clerk, our old Friend, to dine. 
Goode. You'll be moſt welcome there; no Man 


on Earth 
Is more a Friend to, more delights in Worth. 
Book. Enjoy you Rill his Friendſhip ? 


Goodw. Yes, and prize 


Like yours, ev'n almoſt equal to my Eyes. 

Book. I find he a noble Character ſupports. 
SGoodev. No Man deſerves it better, nor leſs courts. 
He's the heſt Speaker in the Houſe of Peers, 
Whom each with as profound Attention hears, 

As if he were ſome Meſſenger of Light, 
Sent down from Heav'n to teach them Truth and 
FT 

As the Hg Needle loves and ſeeks the Pole, 
To what is juſt, ſo tends and points his Soul. 
He's a good Huſband, Father, Maſter, Friend, 
Whom, tho' few imitate, yet all commend ; 
The Scholar's Patron, Needy's ſureſt Aid, 
The Man of whom all Vice is moſt afraid; 
The Tradeſman' s certain Paymaſter, at Sight, 
And ev'ry good and honeſt Man' s Delight. 


But 
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But let's retire to another Room ; I fear 
We often ſhall be interrupted here. 
[To his Servant.) Whoever comes, I am not to be 
ſeen; 
The Hours till Noon are yours come, Maſter Dean. 
[Shews him the Way. They go out. 


8. C E N E Il. 
Lord Grand- cler in His Chair, reading. 


; He lays the Book down, riſes, and ſpeaks. 
10 do a Nation Good, nay, perhaps, to tranſ- 
mit the Bleſſing to late Poſterity! O, noble 
Inſtance of what a great and virtuous Man may do! 
O, true Ambition, and worthy of an Angel! 
| Enter his Gentleman. 

Gentl. The Lord 7 mſet 1 is coming to wait on your 
a wil | 

L. Gr. I ſhall be glad to ſee his Lordſhip. 

L. T. My dear Lord Grand-clerk; Votre 1res- 
obeiſſant derviteur! 

L. Gr. Your Lordſhip's moſt obedient. You 
are welcome to England; I was afraid France had 


wholly got you from us. 


L. T. Your Lordſhip might well fear it; I could 
never have left the dear, dear Country, if Affairs 
of ſome Conſequence had not obliged me to return. 
I can hardly bear the Engliſh Nation; ſuch Barbires! 


How does your Lordſhip like my Habit? I fee 


your Lordſhip takes Notice of it. Is it not quite 
rich and jantee ? What does your Lordſhip think 


of me? - 
L. Gr. Of your Drefs, I ſuppoſe your Lordſhip 


means. 
L. F. Of my Dreſs, or me, my Lord, it will | 


come all to the ſame; my Dreſs is Part of me. 
e. 
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1 Gr. I am ſorry to hear your Lordſhip 4 ſo. 
L. Z. Why, my Lord? 


I. Gr. re the Clothier, Lace- man, 1 


Taylor, and ſeveral other Mechanics, would each 
have contributed their Share towards making Part 


of your Lordſhip; which would not be for your 


Honour: beſides that a jointed Baby or Puppet 


might even have more Merit than Part of your 


Lordſhip; for they might be more richly dreſſed. 


L. 7. Well, what does your Lordſhip think of 


my Dreſs then? 
T think i it as extraordinary a one as 
T have ever ſeen. 
L. TJ. And ſo it is, be aſſured, my Lord; al the 
| beſt Hands in Paris were employ” d for me ſome 
Weeks before I came away. What do you think 
this Suit coſt ? 

L. Gr. More by half than it is worth; I make 
no Queſtion ; about fourſcore Guineas perhaps. 
L. T. Two hundred, I proteſt, my Lord: But 


by-the-way, who is your Lordſhip's Tailleur ? Your 


Lordſhip's Dreſs is truly Augloiſe. You muſt excuſe 
me, my Lord; but I vow you. make almoſt as 
groteſque a Figure as Robinſon Cruſoe, and would 
be ſtared at as much, if you were at Paris. Ha, 
ha, hat ::. 

L. Gr. That may poſſibly be your Fate, my 
Lord, even in your own Country. Dreſs may poſ- 
ſibly be your Lordſhip's principal Care, * it is 
my laſt, I aſſure you. 


L.T. O, fie, my Lord, that's very wrong; what 


is a Man without we: 
L. Gr. Some Men, I confeſs, would be deſpi- 
cable enough without it. 

L. T. Has your Lordſhip {cen my Chariot ? 

L. Gr. Nos my Lord. 


L.T. 
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. Then your Lordſhip has ſeen - nothing: 

You may view it at the Window; tis the fineſt 
that ever came from France into England: Coach, 
Farneſs, Horſes, Servants, all are French. How | 
does your Lordſhip like it? 

L. Gr. Tis glaringly fine. 

I. J. It had need beſo; the Coach alone 50 a 
thouſand Pounds. 

I. Gr. Your: Lordſhip is ſo magnificent, that I 

hope you will give an aſſiſting Hand to a Work, 
that ſome other Noblemen and myſelf are now 

about. 

L.T. What may that be, my Lord ? [Mt the Glaſs. 

L. Gr. We are making a Subſcription. towards 
maintaining an Infirmary at Hyde Part; I hope 
your Lordſhip will ſubſcribe to it. 

I. Z. I muſt beg your Lordſhip's Pardon for 
that: I have other n enough for my 
Money. 

L. Gr. I am ſorry your Lordſhip does not think 
Charity as becoming a Nobleman, as Finery. ; 

L. J. Your Notions, - my Lad are as old- 
faſhion'd- as your Dreſs. If it had been for the 
Opera, the ane or Ridotto, I might have 
come into it. Did you take Notice of this Lace, 
my Lord ? Tig thought to be the fineſt that ever 


came out of Flanders. 


L. Gr. I don't regard Lace. He your "EY 
ſhip read this Book? ¶ Shewing bim the Book he had 
been reading.) Tis excellently written. | 

I. T. I don't regard Books. 

L. Gr. The more is the Pity. 

LIT. 80 ſo, my Lord : ? What Good can 
Books do ? 

L. Gr. Improve a Man's Underſtanding, and 
preſerve him from being a Coxcomb. 

L. T. Oh, Travel will much better preſerve a 


| Man from chat | At the Glaſs. 


L. Gy, 
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L. Gr. If all were to improve by it as much as 
your Lordſhip. Well, I hope, a View of France 
has given your Lordſhip a due Value for the Engliſh 
Conſtitution in Church and State. 

L. T. Not in the leaſt; I think all Churches 
alike, and wiſh there were none ; and even adore 
the Politeneſs of the French Court. 


I. Gr. Tis no more than we had Reaſon to 


expect. I hope your Lordſhip will vote with us 
againſt this Bill, that the Nation is ſo diſturbed 
about, and which will certainly be attended with 
very ill Conſequences. _ 

L. T. My Vote is engaged, my Lord. 

L. Gr. I am ſorry for it. But, has your Lordſhip 


heard of another, which is ſhortly to be brought 


in? 

L. T. What is that, my Lord? 

L. Gr. Thatno Engliſhman ſhould wear any thing 
that is French. 

L. 7. O, horrid! Why it would be deſtructive 
of all our Liberty. I hope your Lordſhip will 
vote againſt it. 

L. Gr. My Vote is engaged, my Lord. 
I. T. I hope your Lordſhip will conſider better 

of a Thing of that Moment. But I muſt bid your 
Lordſhip Good Morrow: I muſt be at Court at 


One o' Clock; and ſo am again your Lordſhip's zres- 


obeiſſant Serviteur. 

L. Gr. Your Lordſhip's moſt obſervant. What 
a Butterfly! It is ſtrange, that we can neither finiſh 
a Fool, nor a wiſe Man, at home; but to have 
either of them in Perfection, muſt be forced to ſend 
them abroad. [Rings.] Is my Coach at the Door: e 


Gentl, It is, my Lord. 
[ He goes out. 


F SCENT 
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3 
SCENE III. Covent Garden. 
RAK IsH. GuzzLlE. 
Cuz. OE? Crony, how goes it? Your humble 
| Servant. 


Rak. Yours heartily, old Friend! | They ſalute. 
Guz, I have not ſeen you ſo long, I hardly knew 
OU. 

: Rat. That may be accounted for er way, 
Charles. | 

Guz. How ? | 

Rak, Why, I was one of your Auditory juſt now 
at the Lecture here, and bluſh'd for you ſo when 
you talk*d againſt Drinking, that I ſuppoſe nobody 


will know me, till I have by degrees recover'd _y 
Complexion. + 


Guz. O, you will eaſily do that, if you lay a 
Poultiſe of white Bread and Milk to it at Night, as 


you often do, in order to look fair, and be admir'd 


for a fine Skin. But I am glad to find you car 
bluſh, Ned; I thought nothing could have made 


you do it. 


Rak. Nay, I was not the only Thing that bluſh* d; 


your very Gown ſeem'd to me to do the ſame, and 


to be changed into a. Purple; but that might poſ- 
ſibly be occaſion'd by the Reflection from your 
Face. Well, haſt thou got a fat Living yet? 

Guz. No, 1 am ſtill on a Curacy, as lean and 

worthleſs as yourſelf. 

Rak. Thou wouldſt not be there, if the Parſon of 
the Pariſh regarded any thing but ſaving Five 
Pounds a Year. Why, Bookiſh is Maſter of our 
College, is lately made a Dean, and has Six ndred 
Pounds a Year in Preferment. 

Gug. So they ſay. But what have you got? 
Haſt married a great Fortune yet? 

Rek. Not yet; but I 888 to do it quickly. 

* Cu. 
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Guz. So thou haſt done theſe twenty Years to my 
certain Knowlege. Why thou art not Maſter of 
thy Trade, ſure; thou ſhouldſt have bound thy- 
ſelf Prentice to an Iriſhman: When are they ſo long 
about it? I can compare thee to nothing but a 
worthleſs old Greyhound, that has run. many a 
Courſe, but never. caught any thing: After all his 
_ ſtretching and chopping, all the Hares have either 
the Heels of him, or give him the Slip. Why, 
Goodwill has married a fine young Lady with 
Twelve thouſand Pounds, and bids fair to be a 
Judge; while thou, inſtead of ſtudying the Law, 
haſt done nothing, bur, Spider-like, weave Nets for 
the Female Sex, in which little ones are taken, while 
great ones break through them. But come, let's take 
2 Bottle together, ſince we are met. | 

Rak. A Bottle is always uppermoſt in thy 
Thoughts. Well, let it be but One, then; for I 
would not have my Face ſuffer any farther by 
your means. 

Guz. Thy Face is thy whole Care; and yet 1 
wonder thou art not aſham'd to ſhew it, after ſo 
many Diſappointments. Come, we will go into that 
Tavern. ---- Ha ! is not that Mild-rogue, that turn'd 
the Corner in that fine Chariot ? 

Rak. The very ſame, depend on't. 

Guz, Why, I thought he had been. ether at the 


Top of the Ladder, or the Bottom of the Sca. How - 


came he by a Chariot? | 
Rak. Very honourably at laſt. I was in his 

Company a while ago, and he gave me an Account 
of his Reformation. The firſt Thing, he ſaid, that 
_ ever had any Effect upon him, was his hearing the 
Miller's Wife, who was rating her Son, as he 
chanc'd to go by their Door, tell him, he would 
prove as great a Rogue as Tommy Wild-rogue. tie 
did not like, he faid, to become a Proverb, and 
deſired his Father, that he might go to Sea; 
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where the very ſecond Day they had like to have 
periſh'd in a Storm, which frighted him ſo, that he 
vow'd to reform, if he eſcaped; ſince which Time 
he took up; and now, they ſay, there is not a 
better Sea Officer, or a Man of more * in his 
Majeſty's Service. 

uz. What unexpetted Events one meets with 
in Life! Can every-body then ſucceed, but we & 
Do you know what became of the Fool Fondler ? 
You were acquainted with the Family. 

Rok. Juſt what you might expect: He continued ä 
to be Betty's Bedfellow, till ſhe was with Child by 
him. After that, he prov'd ſo vicious and unduti- 
ful, that he broke his Mother's Heart; notwith- 
ſtanding which he found one, that was unwiſe 
enough to marry him, for the ſake of his Eſtate ; 
whom he treated abominably, till he had plagued 
her to Death: After which he was bringing up his 
Son and Daughter as he was educated himſelf ; 
when, very luckily for them, he died. In ſhort, 
he was ſo vile a Fellow, that his Life was a Mic. 
fortune, and his Death a Bleſſing, to all that had 
to do with him. But come, I want this Bottle. | 

| [They go out. 
Tims appears, and calls after them. 
Friends, Friends ! I call once more. Behold your 
Glaſs, | 
And ſee how low, how ſwift, the Minutes paſs. 
Repent, amend, uſe weli the ſmall Remains 
Of Life, and waſh off all its former Stains: 
It is not yet too late; ſo good is He, 
So patient, who thus calls on you, by me! 
From me they fly, and will not yet regard. 
_ Muſt I ſtill— ſtill apply in vain? O, hard! 
Others, ſometimes, reform ; but rare we ſee 


TH Amendment of the Sor and Debauchee ! 
| Goes out. 


END of the Third AF. | 
1 ACT. 
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ACT IV. SENI. 
Boo isH, note a Biſhop, alone. — i 


1 HOU, the wiſe Diſpenſer of our Fate, 
Who ſayſt to Thoſe, Be mean; to Theſe, Be 
reat , 
Who . a Child haſt led me on to Age, | 
And giv'n me Favour on the World's great Stage; 
Aſſiſt me now to act this hardeſt Part, 
And, with my State, inlarge my Mind and Heart; | | 
Then make the Fruits of my Endeavours mine, | 
* all the Praiſe and Glory ſhall be thine! ES 
Enter Doctor Rival. 
Well pleas'd, my Lord, to find my Foreſight rue, 
1 haſted with Congratulations due. 
May you your Honour long enjoy, and riſe, 
Till the next Step muſt be above the Skies! 
Nor gratulate I, on it, only You, 
But the whole Church, to which you Honour do. 
Merit, like yours, ſet i in the faireſt Light, 
Is ev'n a public Good, and ſhines more bright, 
Like Beacons plac'd on Hills ſeen far and wide ; 
Sublimer, clearer, and by more deſcry'd. | 
A Biſhop, like the primitive, in you, 
Wile, pious, charitable, learn'd, we view; 
In whom the Virtues human and divine 
Each other aid, and all in Concord join : 
| This, this, great Prelate, is the public Voice, 
And Heav'n, and Earth, that you're advanc'd, 


rejoice. 
Book, 
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Book. Your Compliments I gratefully receive, 
My Friend; you truly prize me, I believe; 
But ſpeak too much, if ſaid behind my Back; 3 
Which could I bear, I Modeſty muſt lack; 
Without which all AccomfSſhments, you know, 
Are worthleſs Tinſel, with a ghtt'ring Show. 
Now, ſince you firſt have practis d ſuch Exceſs, 
You muſt expect yourſelf t'endure no leſs. 
Reproach and Blame produce Reproach and Blame, 
And Praiſe, learn'd Doctor Rival, does the fame. - 
Your Merit, granted by your very Foes, | 
I well have mark'd, and Heav'n yet better knows; 
| Th Almighty's Eyes run to and fro on Earth, 
And mark exactly each Degree of Worth; 
To each his Wiſdom, and Juſt Providence, 
Lil. hleſſings moſt fit, and due Rewards, diſpenſe. 
14 To all well choſen Poſts his Care aſſigns, 
EE. And each Man in his prop'reſt Station ſhines. 
| A careful Journal is preſerv'd above, | 
In which thy Studies, Pray'rs, and Work of Love, 
Are all ſet down; for thee, my Friend, For thee 
Does Heav' n, I truſt; Advancement too decree. 
As me you've ſtriv'n in Virtues to exceed, 
May't recompenſe you with an equal Meed |! 
Riv, Humble, as great, thy Virtues I muſt own 
P've copy'd long; but what Deficience ſhown | 
So, when admir'd by all, the heav'nly Bow 
Arches the Sky, and all its Colours glow, 
Another oft, but lels intire and plain, 
Strives to reſemble it, but ſtrives in vain; 
Little regarded, while its utmoſt Skill 
Scarce Half expreſſes, and that Hal Ff but ill. 
Book. Hold, Friend! You praiſe me far beyond 
my Due; 
But were (which I deny) the Likeneſs true, 
At beſt we boaſt of unſubſtantial Shows, _ 
And quickly vaniſh, like thoſe heav*nly Bows. 
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Riv. Reflection ſad, my Lord, that greateſt Worth | 
Is but a tranſient Vapour here on Earth; 
And That, alas! mult diſappear ſo ſoon, 
Which well deſerves t'outlaſt the Sun and Moon! 
Book. O, Doctor, were the Virtuous not to die, 
The World would gain, but They loſe much thereby. 
| You've heard, no Doubt, Goodroill, our worthy 
Friend, 
Has got the Seals, on which I now intend 
To gratulate him; if you ſo incline, 
Go and perform your Compliments with mine. 
Riv. That Duty I with Pleaſure ſoon ſhall pay, 
My Lord, but now am call'd another Way. 
Good Morrow, my good Lord. 
Bool. Doctor, Good Day 


They go out. 


SCENE i 
| GoopwiLL, ow Lord Chancellor. 


POW'R of doing Good, thou nobleſt Gem, 
That dignihes the Monarch“ s Diadem, 

Thee with far greater Gladneſs I embrace, 
Than all the Honours that my Station grace; 
If Heav'n advances Mortals, Goodwill, know, 
*Tis to do Good, and not for Pride and Show : 
'To Numbers let thy Influence extend ; 
Be ev'ry bad Man's Foe, and good Man's F riend ; 
Behold the Public with a Father's Eye ; 

Live for it, and, if needful, for it die, 

Enter Bookiſh, 

Book. I now return the Compliment you made, 
My Lord, on my Advancement; ſoon repaid ! 
And on your new high Honour, Friend moſt dear, 
Congratulate you much with Heart ſincere. | 
Know 
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Know too, the Public no leſs pleas'd than me 
Appears, and all with one Conſent agree, 
The Britiſb Nation never yet could boaſt 
A Chancellor more worthy of the Poſt. 
Goodw. Your Compliment I thankfully receive, 
My Lord, your Kindneſs do ſincere believe. 
The reſt you added in fo high a Strain, 
Did I not know myſelf, I might be vain ; 
But hope to make it be by all allow'd, 
That, if unworthy, ſtill I am not proud. 
Book. 1 doubt it not, wy Lord. Your Lordſhip 
> Knows, 
That Wiſdom, Grace, and Honour Gop beſtows ; 
Not better we, when rais'd to higher Place, 
But only more indebted to His Grace. 
Bleſs'd by Him, have we mounted from the Ground 
Thus ſoon to our Ambition's topmoſt Round : 
But tho* on Earth we nothing more deſire, 
Both may to Heav'n with longing Hearts aſpire z 
Treas'ring this precious Maxim in our Breaſt, 
Who there obtains the moſt, ſucceeds the beſt ; 
Ev'n tho', on Earth, in a much lower Sphere 
He mov'd, and gain'd nor Wealth nor Honour here. 
| Goodew. He does, my Lord, to whom the Mitre 
owes, ' 
More Honour than its Sacrednels: beſtows ; 
And thence, of all th* Accompliſhments you boaſt, 
Know, that my Soul eſteems your Goodneſs moſt : 
Induſtrious DiPgence, and capacious Parts, 
Are noble Qualities, and raiſe all Hearts | 
T*admire their Worth; but Goodneſs ſtil] outweighs 
Ev'n theſe and all, and is the higheſt Praiſe, | 
Without it, F riend, whatever be our Style, 
The Honour is diſerac* d, and we more vile; 
Honours like Robes, their Badge adorn, but load ; 
And more require of #s, for more beſtow*d. 


Enter 
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i Enter a Servant. 
Servt. [To Goodwill.] My Lord, a Gentleman 
who calls himſelf Raki/h, deſires the Favour of 
ſpeaking to your Lordſhip. 
Good. Tell him he muſt excuſe me: I have 
Affairs of Moment on my Hand. | 
7 goes out, 
| Poor Man! he comes to aſk, enforc'd "M7 Want, 
What I muſt never but to Merit grant. 


If I have Grace to act what I intend, 


Merit ſhall be my Kinſman and my 1 lah 
Of that, by long Acquaintance well aſſur'd, 
Your Deanery for Rival I've procur'd. 
Book. I joy to hear what I preſag'd before, 
And hope, his Worth will yet advance him more. 
Shabby, diſpirited, and quite forlora, 
_ Guzz/le was at my Houle this very Morn; 
But no Admittance to me gain'd, tho' gown'd 
My Brother, ſuch, had like Reception found. 
O, how to ſee a worthleſs Man I grieve! 

Sad Sequel of his Faults, and that of Eve! 
Clad with Diſgrace and Guilt, deſpis'd, unbleſs'd, 
And wholly uleleſs, but to warn the reſt. 
But moſt lament I, when J fee ſuch Stain 
The prieſtly Dignity and Name profane; 
To what ſtrange Contradiction theſe are driv'n! 
Satan they ſerve, t'opprobrious Vices giv'n, 
Yet, ſhameleſs, wear the Livery of Heav'n. 
A Clergyman, with heav*nly Virtues bright, 
Should burn with Zeal, and be a ſhining Light; 
But if his Light be quench” d by Vice, or Drink, 
Emits offenſive Smoak and noiſome Stink. 

Goodw. Yet ſcorn I not the Vile, but pity much; 
Who, who, my Lord, but might have been juſt ſuch, 
Or even worſe ? But Grace celeſtial fome 
Quickens and guards till to good Fruit they come, 
T hat the admiring World in them may ſee 

What the whole Species was deſign'd to be; 
I EE While 
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While ſome are left to ſhew th' Effects of Sin, 
And what th' whole Race of Mortals might have 
been. 
Hear you, my Lord, of an Advani new, 
On which your Compliments are likewiſe due? 
Lord Grand-clerk, Friend, in whom Mankind may ſee 
All they could with a Nobleman to DE, - 
Made Duke of K:ngsdown, with the Garter grac'd, 
Succeeds the premier Miniſter diſplac'd. 
Book. Freſh Cauſe of Joy the grateful News 
imparts 
To mine, my Lord, and all true Engliſh Hearts. 
None but the Guardian Angels, that protect 
Our State, more wiſely could its Helm direct. 
My Lord, Good Night,---No farther ; — I implore. 
| [7; o the Chancellor going with him. 
Goodw. My Coach, my Lord, waits for me at 
-me Door. [ They go out. 


8 EN E III. Guzzle's Room. 
RakISRH, and GUZZLE in his Chair. 


Rak. EEK LE, how doſt ? I am ſorry to ſee 
thee in ſuch a Condition! 

Guz. Ah, Ned, very bad! very bad! Never was 
Wretch in worſe Circumſtances! Here am] ſo ill of 
a Dropſy, as you ſee, without Phyſician, or Nurſe; 
without Money, or Friend ; in Debt for every thing, 
and my Credit ſo bad, that nobody will truſt me 
for a Farthing ; fo that if 1 die not of my Diſtem- 
per, I am in Danger of ſtarving, or coming to the 
Pariſh; and even in this Condition my Landlord 
would turn me out of Doors, but that he does nat 
know how to get ſuch a Burden down Stairs! Take 
a Chair, if there be ever a one fit to fit on. Oh! 


Rak, 
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Rat. Would not Dr. Bookiſh do W for 
you ? 

 Guz, It is hard, Ned, to go a hegging to one 
whoſe Equal I once reckon' d myſelf; yet I was 
forc'd to it, and he ſeveral times refus'd to ſee me, 


but ſent me twice a Couple of Guineas, which are 
all gone ; the laſt Six-pence went for this Quartern 


of Brandy. Wil't have a Sip ? 


Rak. I care not if I have; for, aſſure yourſelf, my 


Circumſtances are little better than your own. A 
debauch'd Life has broke my Conſtitution, and the 
other ill Conſequences of it have broke my Heart. 
My Money 1s all gone ; my Credit as bad as yours, 
and where to get a Dinner, I know not. 

Guz. Will not Goodwill do ſomewhat for you ? 
Rak. He won't ſee me, but ſent me five Guineas, 


the laſt of which is all gone; and now, if I thought 


there was no other Life, 1 would ſoon rid myſelf 
of this. 


Cu. Ah, Ned, it is ill venturing that! Tho' I 


have lived as if I thought there was no other World, 

yet I feel ſomething within, that makes me fear 
there is! That may be the way to make thyſelf 
more miſerable in another Life, than thy Folly has 
done in this: And what would that be but to crown 
= thy paſt Folly with the higheſt Inſtance of it at 
alt ? 


Rak. What then Mall I do? How miſerable is 


he, who is neither fit to die, nor hve! 

Guz. How ſoon Life is gone, Ned ! But I ſhould 
have thought of that before! O for one of the 
Years that I have loſt ! But I am now aſham'd to 
live, and could be willing to die, if I was not afraid; 


for nothing but Religion and Virtue, Ned, can face 


Death with Aſſurance. To the Virtuous it is 
ſweetened by comfortable Hope; but to ſuch as us 
it is indeed the * of Terrors, and the very 

G 2 Quint- 
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Quinteſſence of Bitterneſs. —1 would pray, - — but I 
fear it is too late 

Rak. Farewel, Charles; I ſhall ſee thee no more 
in this World! | 

Guz, Will you leave me ſo ſoon, Ned? 

Rak. You affect me ſo much, that I ſhall die 
firſt, if I ſtay. O my Heart! What 1 feel! Fare- 
wel ! Charles --- Farewel ! [ Weeps, and goes out. 

Guz. A laſt Farewel! O this Water ! this Wa- 
ter! Flow, my Eyes, flow! Vent a little of it for 
me! [ Meeps.] O Time! Time! That we had 
hearkned to thee, when we were young! 

Enter his Landlord. 

Landl. How are you, Sir? © am ſorry to ſee 
you look ſo ill. 

Gux. I am very ill 1 Landlord, boch in 
Body and Mind | | 

Landl. J hope I bring you ſome Comfort with 
reſpect to both. My Lord Biſhop has heard of 
your Condition, and ſent his Servant juſt now with 
Orders to provide a Nurſe for you, and ſend for a 
Phyſician, and to let you want nothing, that is 
proper for you, and he will {ce me paid, both that, 
and what you owe for your Lodging. 

Guz. I thank him. It is more than I deſerve : 
But I Hall not trouble any body long. 

Landl. Hope the beſt, Sir. I will ſend away for 
a Phyſician, and get a Nurſe, that we may do what 
is in our Power for you, however. Your Servant, 


Guz. Hope is drowned in me, Landlord, and 


juſt is my Puniſhment ; for Grace I wilfully drowned 


long ago! Oh my Mind ! My Mind! What 1 


tgel in my Bedy is a Trifle, compar'd to it. 
2 ve Scene ſhuts. 


SCENE 


—— I — 
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SCENE IV. 


Lord GRAND-CLERK, as now Duke of Kingidown, 


and the Lord TIiNSE . 


Scent H. Jamar. 


2. M Lord Duke, your moſt obedient hum- 
| ble Servant. 


Duke. My Lord, I am yours. 


„ heartily congratulate your Grace, on 


your new Poſt and Honour. 

Dake. I thank your Lordſhip. Why, your Lol 
| ſhip is become an Engli/bhman, and are as plainly 
dreſs'd as myſelf; how comes that to pals ? 

IL. T. Ah! my Lord Duke, I am as much 
chang'd within, as without; and indeed it was high 
Time; for I have driven on ſo faſt, that I have quite 
out-run my Eſtate, and reduc'd myſelf to ſuch Cir- 
cumſtances, that if your Grace does not employ your 
good Offices for me, I mult be oblig'd to quit 


England. In ſhort, J have fold all that 7 could, and 


not diſcharg'd half my Debts. I am aſham'd to 
ſhew my Face and appear as I do, partly by way 
of Penance, and partly in hopes that nobody will 
know me in this Dreſs. 

Duke. I am ſorry for your Lordſhip's Circum- 
ſtances; but what would you have me do for 
you ? 

L. Z. I would beg your Grace to obtain ſome 
Place for me of his Majeſty, that, together with 
better Management, and a retir'd Life, may help 
me by Degrees to pay off my Debts. I am ſenſible, 
that I do not deſerve it, but hope his Majeſty will 


conſider me as a Nobleman, and your Grace as a 


Kinſman, 


L | K 
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Duke. T am glad to hear your Lordſhip ex- 
preſs ſo juſt a Senſe of Things. I am touch'd 
at your Condition, but much more by the Manner 
B in which you declare it to me. I have ſomething. 
| of that Nature at preſent in View, am going to his 
Þ M ajeſty, and will endeavour to obtain it for you. 
I. J. Your Grace will infinitely oblige me, and, 
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14 0 I hope, find my future Conduct make ſome Amends 
1 for my paſt. 5 5 5 
| 5 j Date” 1 pray it may, and ſhall rejoice to ſee it. 
— I am your Lordſhip's humble Servant. | 
ll | | L. T. Your Grace's moſt obediently. : 
| 1 | en [They go oui. 
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ACT V. ScENE I. 


Duke of Kingſdown, at bis own Houſe, alone. 


Ht little am I the happier for this envy'd 


Exaltation ! How oft do I regret the Want 
of your Company, my beſt F riends, my Books! 
How ſweetly enjoy theſe Moments of Solitude and 
Silence; but how rarely can I obtain them ! What 


2 Burden have I taken up, under which I am preſs'd 


like Atlas beneath the celeſtial Sphere! Now, Grand- 
clerk, thou wilt find, what thy Conduct has hitherto 
eſcap'd, Enemies, even if as undeſerv'd as before. Be 
_ vigilant; watch as Palinurus ſhould have done; for 

if, like him, thou noddeſt, thou wilt be taken at an 
Advantage, as he was: And while thou fitteſt wake- 
ful, and directeſt the Helm of State, let the Public 
Good be thy Pole-ſtar ; and, where that is not viſible, 
Integrity thy Compaſs ! Let Poſterity ſay, This and 
this Good was wrought under the Miniſtry of the 
Duke of Kingsdown , and leave the Oppoſition of Male- 


contents to be over-rul'd, or permitted to work, as 


Providence thinks fit! 
Enter the Lord Tinſel. 
My Lord Tin/el, Good Morrow ; your Lordſhip' 8 


humble Servant. 
L. T. ¶ Very ſubmiſſively. 7 I am your Grace's moſt 


obedient. I wiſh your Grace a good Day, and that 


your Grace will give me one. 

Duke. I hope I ſhall, my Lord; for I mail now 
inform you, that tho* the Place I aſk'd for your 
_ Lordſhip: be ſo good ſs. that any of the beſt 
Speakers 
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Speakers in the Houſe would be thankful for it; 


yet his Majeſty, graciouſly conſidering the Situation 
of your Lordſhip's Affairs, has been Pleas d to ſay, 


you ſhall have it. 


L. T. I am highly indebted to his Majeſty s Good- 
neſs, and no leſs to your Grace's. 5 
Duke. There is ſome Relation between us, 
and we have been acquainted almoſt from Infancy; 
and on both theſe Accounts I have a very tender 
Regard for your Lordſhip, of which Iam now going 
to give you the higheſt Proof, by making your 
Lor dſhip a Preſent of tlie moſt valuable Thing I can; 
a little good Advice, relating to a Point, concerning 
which the Defect in your Lordfhip's Education, and 
Want of Application in your riper Years, have made 
your Lordſhip a leſs competent jndge chan myſelf. 
L. 7. Your Grace will ſingularly oblige me, and 
T ſhall receive it as from the Mouth of an Angel. 
Duke. Let me then intreat t your Lordſhip, not 
to expreſs ſuch a Corrempt ot Keljgion, as you 
have hitherto accuſtom'd yourſelf to do; for there is 
nothing, that can leis oecoine any Man. If your 
Lordſhip has any Doubts about it, apply yourſelf 
gravely, and with a good Intention, to thoſe that 
may be able to anſwer them. The Fault of too 
many is, that, in favour of their natural Inclinations, 
they haſtily condemn it, without giving its Advo- 
cates a patient and fair Hearing: And yet, what is 
ſerious, and worthy of a ſober and careful Inquiry, 
if Religion be not? If your Lordſhip examines care- 
fully, you will find it worthy to proceed from the 
Deity, and that nothing is ſo much for the Honour, 
the Intereſt, and Happineſs of Mankind. Take 
away Religion, and Man would be created without 


any End that is ſuitable to the Divine Wiſdom, and 


be a Blot and Error in the Creation. In ſhort, the 
Man that reverences it not, is blind; the Tongue 
that 
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that ſpeaks againſt it deſerves I wall not ſlay 
what, 

I. Z. To be torn out with burning Pincers, and 
flung in his Face. The Zeal and Majeſty of your 
Lordſhip's Goodneſs have made a Convert of me 
already, who rather indulg'd myſelf in this Fault as 
— faſhionable, than was ſeriouſly convinced by the Ob- 
jections of the Irreligious. 

Dake. If your Lordſhip, as 4 hope, is ſincere, 
I need fay the leſs upon what I have farther to 
recommend. Your Lordſhip ſees to how ſmall a 
Compaſs high Play, profuſe Living, and Want of 
_ CFconomy, have reduced the fine Eſtate of your An- 
ceſtors. Can your Lordſhip bear the Ditgrace of 

depriving your Poſterity of what they had the Praiſe 
of leaving to theirs? Nay, if your Lordſhip goes 
on, as you have done hitherto, you will not only 
deprive your own Family of what they ought to 
have receiv'd from you, but many other Families | 
alſo. In ſhort, your Lordſhip, who was qualified 
to have been a Bleſſing to many, by your Miſ- 

conduct will rob and be a Misfortune to Numbers. 
And can you bear the Thoughts of it ? Has the Man 
any thing noble in him, who does not pay his 

Debts ? I hope your Lordſhip (as you ſeem'd in- 
clin'd ) will correct this Particular alſo, and endea- 
vour by Prudence and Juſtice to become the Honour 
your Anceſtors have tranſmitted to you. 

L. T. If I do not, my Lord Duke, let Heaven 
and Earth renounce me! I fell into all this Miſ- 
conduct for want of a better Education, and of 
improving my Underſtanding, as your Grace did 
yours, in my Youth. I have now liv'd long enough 
to have learnt ſome Senſe from Experience, w Which 
is awaken'd all at once, by the Brightneſs of your 
Grace's Example, and the Light of the Truths that 
you have utter'd, with your uſual convictive Force 


of Reaſon. 1 
=. Duke. 
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Duke. It gives me the higheſt Satisfaction to 

hear your Lordſhip expreſs yourſelf in this Manner, 

and the more, to think that I have been at all inſtru- 
mental in producing ſo happy a Change. 

L. T. As a Proof, that I now begin to think 
right, I aſſure your Grace, that I am ſenſible, that 
the Favour and Benefit which I have juſt now 
received from you, tho' very conſiderable, is by no 
means to be compar'd to this. 

Duke. Your Lordſhip judges very juſtly con- 


Accompany me now to Court, that 


cerning it. 
u may kiſs his Majeſty's Hand, and return him 
1 for his Goodneſs. I go out. 
8 CE N E II. 


GoODwIII 110 fing Book Is H af his Houſe. 


MX. Lord, your Servant. I was told To-day, 
That you were ſick; and came that Hour away, 
To ſee you, anxious for my Friend moſt dear; 
But much rejoice to ſee you well appear. 
Book. My Lord, I'm thankful for your kind 
Concern : 
With fev'riſh Heats my Blood began to burn ; 
Which now, by Heay' n's Aſſiſtance, are diſpers'd, 
And but alarm'd and warn'd me, at the worſt. 
Goodw. May Heav'n your Lordſhip' s Health and 
Strength reſtore, 
More perfect, and more laſting, than before ! 
Long Lite, beſtow'd on ſuch conſummate Worth, 
Is ey'n a public Bleſſing to the Earth. | 
Its beſt Friend Virtue loſes, when you drop, 
My Lord ; and Piety its firmeſt Prop. 
But, ah! the Uſeleſs, Profligate, and Knave, 
Are beſt forgot, and hidden in the Grave. 


- 1 


There 


Who ev'n a Co 
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There ſleeps Ned Rakiſh, Duſt without a Name, 
And from the Eyes of Men conceals his ON 
fn, after all his Pride, | 
Had wanted, had not I th? Expence ſupply'd. 
An unexpected Viſitor, and Friend, 
I came juſt Time enough to ſee his End; 
A moving Scene of Penitence ſublime, 
Which had a deal to do in little Time; 
Conſolant by him ſtay*d to his laſt Gaſp, 
And as he dy'd, receiv'd a tender Graſp; 
And hope, that true Compunction, tho ſo late 
And ſhort, might much alleviate his Fate. 
Boot. There wretched Guzzle hides his ſhameful 
due, 
And will the Church and Man no more diſgrace: 
Quite deſtitute, tho* once I knew him proud, 
He ow'd to me his Coffin, and his Shrowd. 
I was with him, a while before his Death, 
Nor left him, till he drew his lateſt Breath ; 
| Reprov'd his ſhameful Life with Language free, 
And found him as repentant as could be. | 
Such great, affecting, noble Penitence, 
_ Grief 101 Ancere, with ſuch exalted Senſe, 
Had made the hardeſt Heart on Earth relent, 
The moſt abandon'd Profligate repent. 
1 alſo for him ſu'd with Tears and Pray'r, 
Nor could, where ſuch Repentance was, deſpair, _ 
Goodw. Tho? there be Hope of Penitence ſincere, 
Yet, when ſo late, it leaves us much to fear. 
Wiſe is the Man, who, yet in Health, begins 
Th' important Work of Penitence for Sins 
A Work ſo great requires not Hours, but Years; ; 
A Courſe of better Deeds, as well as Tears. | 
The longeſt Lite, indeed, 1s far too ſhort, 
Far, to perform it in becoming Sort. 
Book. Add, who neglects it now, may not have 
ce | 


For it at Death; or if he has, want Grace. 
| H 2 | Lo, 
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Lo, theſe are hence remov'd my deareſt F riend, 


Io warn, and& bid us meditate our End. 


How flect is Life ! How ſhort our Griefs or Joys ! 
How brief a Space it ſeems ſince we were Boys 
Oh, that Men will not labour well temploy 
So {mall a Space, to gain eternal Joy 
Goody. Life's like a Servant's Viſit, where we ſtay, 
Uncertain when we ſhall be call'd away; _ 
Yet, many do, alas] miſ-ſpend the Whole; 
Tho? One repentant Hour might fave their Soul. 
They know not, whether One does yet remain; 
Yet will they not beſtow ſo ſmall a Grain, ( 
Such Wretchedneſs to ſcape, ſuch Bliſs attain. 2 
Book, Eternity! thou plcaſing, aweful Thought! 
When I reflect how little Good I've wrought, | 
I tremble at thee! Yet, when I do right, 
Inſpir'd. with Hope, in thee how I delight! _ 
The leaſt, leaſt Glimpſe. of thee is of more Worth, 
Than all the Wealth and Pleaſures on the Earth ! 
Good. There, in the Hand of right-diſpenſing Fate, 


| The trueſt Wealth, and nobleſt Honours, wait; 


Which if we loſe, we ſhall be poor and vile, 

Tho' rich, at preſent, honour'd here a while. 

Which if we gain, we ſhall be rich and great, 

Tho' here we liv'd in poor and low Eftate. 

This Lite will ſoon (Who knows how quickly?) end. 

To Heav'n now let us both aſpire, my Friend; x 

Fer that, with nobler Rivalſhip, contend ! | 

Good Morrow, my good Lord ; no farther, pray! --- 
Book, Im well, my Lord, nor have Excule to ſtay. 

[ T. vey go out. 


Tim E appears. 


[Time, addrelſing himſelf to them. 


O Honour to Mankind, my Sons moſt dear, 
Long, long advance your Maker's Glory here! 
Long live; my preſent Boaſt, my future Theme, 

nd reap from all due Praiſes and Eſteem! po 

And 
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And with you Kingsdoton s Duke, the State's Support; 
Three Men, as great as e' er adorn'd a Court! 
Juſt in Reward, the Pow'r whom ye adore, 
For Time well us'd intends to grant you more. 
To bleſs and honour ev'n your ſetting Ray, | 
And crown with glorious Eve your fine long Day. 
And when ye're ſet, and number'd with the Dead, 
Jour Praiſes ſtill ſhall thro* the Nations ſpread; f 
Juſt as the Sun, tho* now beneath the Ground, 
With glorious Colours decks th Horizon m—_ 
Your Name and Mem'ry be as ſweet Perfume, 
That, ſpreading, charms each Perſon in the Room. 
Good Deeds, productive of as good a Name, 
Like Inceaſs, thrown into the Altar's Flame, 
(Their Emblem meant) ſhine odoroully bright, . 
And by their Fragrance Heav'n and Earth delight. 
The SCENE cloſes. 
Time, addreſſing himſelf to the Audience. 

And now, Sons, Daughters, all who ſit to view, 
Imagine me, cach of ye, ſent to you. f 
Rouze, rouze, before it be too late; be wile, 
And open to momentous Truth your Eyes; 
Eſteem my Hours, as Things of Uſe and Worth, 
Not wholly meant for Vanity, and Mirth. | 

The beſt of you, I know, would bluſh for Shame, 
Should I produce their Diary and Name: 
Chloe, What uſeful have you done To-day, 
Except alone the ſeeing of our Play? 
And that, for giving you this good Advice, 
]. fear you purpoſe never to ſce twice. 
Proud of your Birth and Fortune, Marcus, know 
- *Tis not enough to be a perfect Beau; 
More, many more Accompliſhments you need, 
To be eſteem'd a Gentleman indeed. 
Tranſgreſſor Portius, ſkill'd in Vice alone, 
Let Time to come for your paſt Faults atone. 
See what the lawleſs Libertine and Sot - | 
Have by their Pleaſures and Intemp'rance got ; | | 
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A haſten'd Period, Want, Diſeaſe, and Pain, 
Contempt, Remorſe, and Guilt, was all their Gain. 
Warn'd by Example, let your Soul relent, 
And like chard, but in better Time, repent. 

I would have whiſper'd to you, at your Pray'r, 
But you ſay none; at Church, you come not there. 
Hear, hear me, haſten to be better all : | 
Who knows, but it may be my lateſt Call ? EF: 
Critics, to others Errors Eagle-ey'd, 

Blind to your own thro' falſe Self- love and Pride, 
Turn, Carpers, wiſely turn at length your Thoughts, 
T' obſerve your own egregious, many Faults, | 
Better employ'd, our Author grudg'd the Time 
To pleaſe your Nicety, and mend his Rhyme: 

Nor does he much re _ it, if you ſay, - 

He's giv'n us a dull Sermon, for a Play. 

While theſe, and all the Worthleſs, ſcorn and ſcoff, 
Let Wiſdom's Friends all join to clap m me off. 


END D apa the Fifth Art. 


THE 


The. KB PILOGUR. 


THE 


EPILOG UE. 


To be ſpoken in his own Habit, by the Perſon 
who acted GUZZLE. 


E muſt the POR Critie's Pardon aſk, 

| For crouding a whole Life in One ſhort Maſt; 
Yet this, tho of his Rules no ſmall Abuſe, 

May here inſtructive prove, and have its Uſe ; 

To put you all in Mind, that Life, in Fat, 

Is juſt, juſt ſuch a Maſk, as here we act. 

Who, that's in Years among you, but can ſay, 

My Scenes of Life as quick have paſs'd away 

Juſt ſuch the Sub-divifions of my Span; 

| So, from a Boy, was I a Youth, a Man, 

Mature, declin'd, was elderly, reach'd Age; 

So haſten to the Period of my Stage ? 

And, Many to One, good Folks, I tell you plain, 

The Whole has been as trifling, and as vain! 

If fill too great this Inconfiſtence ſeem, 

Imagine, if you pleaſe, our Maſk a Dream. 

What more is Life ? Our inconſiſtent Plan, 


In either View, beſt paints the Life of Man, 
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The EPILOGUE. 

You ſee, my Friends, Pm ſober, as before : 
Guzzle I mean to repreſent no more. 

Ambitious to be good, I quite deteſt 

To act a ſhameful Part, although in Feſt , 

-Be Guzzle, Rakiſh, Fondler, Fool, or Knave ! 
Much rather let me haſten to my Grave ! 
Opprobrious Life much more than Death I dread. 
The Worthleſs I lament, and not the Dead. 

Nor did our Bard with leſs Regret conſent, 

A Sot in ſuch a Garb to repreſent ; 

You muſt reflect, that rare is ſuch Abuſe, 

And the good End propos'd be his Excuſe. 

May Learning's Sons be warn'd by what has paſs'd, 
And our fictitious Guaale be the laſt ! 


